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His men, it is plain from the story of this intrepid
exploit, were in an ugly mood.   A negro boy was sent
by Drake with a message under a flag of truce.    Per-
haps the boy, after the temperamental fashion of his
race, displayed too obviously his satisfaction with the
way things were going with his late masters.1    The
first Spaniards the boy met were army officers from one
of King Philip's ships in the haven, haughty creatures
who had no doubt been dissipating ashore when they
should have been out at sea engaging the enemy to
prevent a landing.    Whatever the provocation, they
were in no mood to be approached save with the utmost
circumspection.   The young nigger must have offended
their delicate sensibilities.    One of them struck him
furiously with an iron-shod staff.   Fatally wounded, the
unfortunate youth staggered back to Drake's quarters,
and after reporting the outrage, with the blood-stained
flag of truce in his arms, fell dead at the admiral's feet.
The Spaniards, to their own misfortune, had brought
about a scene which the men of Elizabethan England
could only take in one way.    It was dramatic, it was
poignant, and it was in accordance exactly with the
Spanish character as they were in the habit of de-
scribing it among themselves.   It was senseless cruelty
and contrary to the Spaniard's own rules of war.   To
Drake the spectacle of his own messenger lying dead
in front of him must have acted like a magic potion.
It was the kind of thing he was marvelously competent
to handle.    Biggs says he "was greatly passioned." 2
The provost marshal, in charge of the prisoners, was
ordered to select a couple of friars, take them to the
scene of the attack on the; negro boy, and hang them
1 We know that Brake's alliances with the Cimarrones, or escaped
negroes of the interior, infuriated and terrified the Spaniards.
* The author of the Primrose log says the boy had been sent to meet
an officer with a flag of truce, which would only make the matter
worse in Drake's view.